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PATRICK  A.  COLLINS 

“ Pir  dorni  milttialque  i/lustrissimus . ” 


WE  wish  to  bring  before  the  school  the 
very  remarkable  career  of  the  great 
man  whose  death  the  people  of  two 
nations  are  now  mourning.  Few  are  the  men 
who  have  been  honored  as  the  Hon.  P.  A.  Col- 
lins was  during  his  life  and  at  his  death,  both 
by  church  and  state,  and  certainly  never  was 
anv  man  more  justly  honored. 

His  life  furnishes  a splendid  example  for  men 
in  all  stations  of  life.  Of  the  many  things  he 
attempted,  he  succeeded  in  all.  His  success  as 
a student  and  an  orator  are  the  ones  which  we 
can  best  understand.  While  at  Harvard  Law 
School  he  was  a scholar  of  the  first  rank,  and 
when  he  graduated  it  was  with  high  honors. 

Let  us  inquire  into  the  character  of  this  great 
man.  Absolute  integrity  has  perhaps  been  his 
greatest  characteristic  all  through  life.  Patriot- 
ism and  diligence  were  two  of  his  most  promi- 
nent traits.  His  diligence  procured  him  an 


education  and  a livelihood,  and  if  at  the  close 
of  his  career  he  was  given  great  honors,  surely 
these  three  virtues  took  a great  part  in  winning 
them.  He  had  a great  talent,  and  his  talent 
was  always  used  for  the  good  of  his  fellow- 
men. 

I have  heard  his  personal  friends  speak  of 
him  as  a most  interesting  person  to  converse 
with.  He  was  known  and  esteemed  by  the 
foremost  men  of  our  own  and  of  other  coun- 
tries. Most  of  us  remember  his  presence  on 
the  occasion  of  Prize  Declamation,  two  years 
ago.  His  remarks  were  particularly  bright  and 
well  chosen.  He  told  us  how  proud  he  was 
of  the  Latin  School,  and  I feel  sure  that,  could 
his  name  be  added  to  our  already  long  list  of 
distinguished  graduates,  there  would  be  few 
names  of  which  we  should  feel  prouder. 

I.  G.  O’G.,  ’07. 


A CUB  REPORTER 


JACK  McLean,  Harvard  1S9-,  was  cer- 
tainly in  a rather  troublesome  predica- 
ment. Out  of  work,  for  the  position 
which  he  had  occupied  immediately  after  Com- 
mencement was  for  the  summer  only,  his 
money  supply  low,  too  proud  and  self-sacrific- 
ing to  turn  to  his  parents,  it  was  evident  that 


he  must  make  some  decided  move  very  soon. 
Upon  thinking  over  the  list  of  trades  for  which 
he  was  fitted,  a rather  short  list,  to  tell  the 
truth,  he  decided  to  try  that  last  resort  of  a 
college  man,  a newspaper  office. 

He  was  fortunate  enough  to  find  the  city 
editor  of  the  Boreas  short  of  reporters,  on  his 
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first  attempt,  and  commenced  work  the  next 
day.  He  found  it  far  different  from  his  expec- 
tations, for  instead  of  seeing  the  big  fires,  meet- 
ing great  men,  and  being  at  the  heart  of  all  the 
most  interesting  movements  of  city  life,  he 
found  that  all  important  affairs  were  assigned  to 
experienced  men,  and  that  he  was  not  much 
more  important  than  the  office  boy  ; moreover, 
it  seemed  impossible  for  him  to  hand  in  his 
“ copy  ” in  a form  suitable  to  the  city  editor, 
for  his  reports  were  always  too  long  or  too 
short,  as  the  city  editor  did  not  object  to  tell- 
ing him.  Three  weeks  of  this  sort  of  work 
almost  made  him  disgusted  with  journalism, 
and  he  commenced  to  look  for  an  opening  to 
enter  some  other  business. 

One  night  his  opinion  of  newspaper  work 
changed  entirely.  He  was  alone  in  the  office 
one  day,  waiting  for  something  to  turn  up  ; a 
message  came  over  the  telephone  which  evi- 
dently gave  the  city  editor  a little  trouble.  As 
soon  as  he  had  received  the  whole  message,  he 
almost  shouted  : 

“ McLean  ! McLean  ! Oh,  hurry  up, 
can’t  you  ? ” 

The  reporter  stepped  up  to  the  desk. 

“Know  where  Ball,  the  millionaire,  lives?” 
“ Over  on  Whattle  street?  ” “ Yes.  Good. 

Well,  he’s  been  murdered,  and  you’ll  have  to 
cover  it.  Wish  1 had  a more  experienced  man 
here,  but  I guess  you’ll  do.  Watch  the  Sun 
man  especially,  and  don’t  get  scooped.  That’s 
all.  Get  ! and  get  quick  ! ” 

McLean  “got.”  He  knew  very  well 
where  the  house  was,  for  he  had  been  down 
there  one  vacation  with  Fred  Ball,  the  mur- 
dered man’s  son.  For  some  mysterious  reason 
he  had  never  liked  the  Ball  fellow  very  well, 
though  they  had  been  thrown  together  at  col- 
lege a great  deal  by  athletics  and  other  kindred 
interests. 

Jack  could  scarcely  realize  that  he  had  been 
given  one  of  the  most  important  assignments 
which  had  come  up  since  he  had  entered  the 


office.  It  seemed  that  he  could  not  be  that 
same  fellow  who  had  been  reprimanded  by  all 
in  authority  so  frequently.  He  made  up  his 
mind  that  he  would  use  a club  to  procure  news, 
before  he  would  permit  himself  to  be  “scooped.” 
To  tell  the  truth,  he  actually  commenced  to 
feel  cheerful,  in  spite  of  his  nervousness,  when 
he  approached  the  house.  His  spirits  fell  with 
a crash,  however,  when  he  recognized  in  the 
rival  reporters  gathered  at  the  house  some  of  the 
brightest  in  the  city,  and  realized  that  he  must 
at  least  equal,  and,  if  possible,  defeat,  these 
men  at  the  game  in  which  they  had  had  so 
much  training.  Defeat  commenced  to  look 
certain  to  him. 

He  decided  to  do  his  best,  at  any  rate.  He 
resolved  that  he  would  work  to  the  last,  how- 
ever certain  defeat  might  be,  and,  as  he  said  to 
himself,  by  some  piece  of  good  luck  he  might 
be  able  to  come  out  even.  He  did  not  have 
the  least  chance  of  defeating  them,  in  his  esti- 
mation. 

At  first  glance,  the  circumstances  of  the 
crime  seemed  very  clear.  A servant  who  had 
been  discharged  a few  days  before,  had  crept 
upon  the  murdered  man  as  he  sat  at  his  desk  in 
the  library,  and  had  beaten  him  to  death  with 
a blackjack.  The  weapon  was  found  lying  be- 
side the  body,  and  was  recognized  as  the  prop- 
erty of  the  accused  servant.  To  make  matters 
look  worse  for  the  poor  fellow,  he  had  left  for 
Nova  Scotia,  having  just  time  to  cross  the  city 
and  catch  the  boat  after  the  time  that  the  physi- 
cians said  the  murder  had  been  committed. 

Upon  looking  at  the  corpse,  McLean  was 
struck  almost  immediately  by  the  appearance 
of  a peculiar  mark  upon  the  dead  man’s  face, 
which  apparently  no  one  had  noticed  before. 
What  impressed  him  about  it  was  the  remark- 
able resemblance  to  an  injury  one  of  his  class- 
mates at  college  had  suffered.  The  fellow  had 
been  boxing  without  gloves  one  day  with  Ball, 
and  had  received  it  from  a ring  worn  by  his 
opponent.  For  a moment  he  entertained  the 
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suspicion  which  this  naturally  gave  birth  to 
but  immediately  banished  it  as  impossible. 
The  circumstantial  evidence  clearly  pointed  to 
the  servant,  and  moreover  it  was  possible  that 
he,  too,  wore  a ring. 

His  suspicion  had  struck  the-  bull’s-eye, 
nevertheless.  He  soon  found  confirmation  of 
this  theory.  He  noticed  a gleam  in  a corner 
of  the  room,  and  upon  investigation  found  a 
blood-stained  diamond  ring  which  he  readily 
recognized  as  belonging  to  Fred.  Almost 
crushed  by  the  importance  of  his  find,  he  set 
about  to  invent  a way  to  “ scoop  ” the  other 
reporters,  and  still  not  let  the  murderer  escape. 
It  was  a difficult  problem,  but  one  soon  solved 
by  Ball  himself,  who  played  directly  into  the 
hands  of  the  authorities. 

Fred  Ball  had  been  the  only  one  to  see 
McLean  pick  up  the  ring,  and  he  was  experi- 
encing McLean’s  feelings  to  an  intensified  de- 
gree, trying  to  devise  a way  to  get  possession 
of  this  most  incriminating  piece  of  evidence. 
He  could  not  lie  it  awav  by  claiming  it  was 
not  in  his  possession  at  the  time  of  the  murder, 
as  some  one  had  spoken  about  it  not  half  an 
hour  before  the  murder  had  been  committed. 
What  could  he  do  ? Resolving  to  cut  the 
Gordian  knot,  he  stepped  across  the  room  to 
McLean  and  said  : 

“ Come  with  me,  Jack,  and  I can  give  you 
some  inside  information.  I resolved  to  give  no 
interviews,  but  with  friends, — well,  it’s  differ- 
ent. So  come  on  up-stairs.” 

With  these  words,  he  led  the  way  to  a lit- 
tle, unfurnished  room  at  the  back  of  the  house. 
It  had  evidently  been  used  as  a sort  of  exercise 
room,  for  the  only  furnishings  were  a couple 
of  chest-weights  and  a pair  of  Indian  clubs. 
Ball  came  directly  to  the  point. 

“ Did  I not  see  you  pick  up  a ring  in  the 
parlor  ? ’ ’ 

“I  certainly  picked  up  a ring  there,” 
McLean  replied. 

“ Well,  it  belongs  to  me.” 
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Receiving  no  answer,  he  repeated  : 

*•  It  belongs  to  me,  and  1 should  like  to 
have  it.” 

“ 1 think  that  it  is  contrary  to  my  duty  to 
give  it  to  you,”  replied  the  reporter. 

“ What  do  you  suppose  I care  about  what 
you  think,  or  about  your  duty  ? Give  me  the 
ring  ! ” 

“ I shall  take  care  of—  ” 

At  this  point  he  was  interrupted  by  Ball, 
who  leaped  for  the  Indian  clubs.  McLean, 
though  on  the  watch  for  a movement  of  this 
sort,  was  not  quick  enough  to  forestall  his  op- 
ponent, but  succeeded  in  getting  one  of  the 
clubs,  despite  Ball’s  efforts.  Ball  was  evidently 
insane  with  rage  and  McLean  saw  that  it  would 
go  hard  if  the  madman  ever  got  the  upper 
hand. 

Quicker  than  can  be  told  the  fight  began. 
Crash  ! crash  ! crash  ! the  noise  of  club  against 
club  was  incessant.  The  reporter  had  a hard 
time  to  defend  himself,  so  frequently  did  the 
lunatic’s  blows  fall.  For  fully  three  minutes 
he  had  been  successful  in  protecting  himself, 
when  he  misjudged  a heavy  blow,  and  received 
it  on  the  left  arm  instead  of  on  his  club.  The 
injured  member  hung  limp  at  his  side  because 
of  the  injury. 

He  began  to  feel  his  strength  ebb  away. 
Weaker  and  weaker  he  became,  until  the  reali- 
zation that  he  must  act  quickly  if  he  did  not 
wish  to  share  the  fate  of  his  opponent’s  father, 
aroused  him.  Calling  upon  his  last  ounce  of 
reserve  strength,  he  sprang  upon  the  madman. 
For  a moment  he  was  unsuccessful,  and  it 
seemed  impossible  to  break  Ball’s  guard,  but 
just  as  the  reporter  thought  he  must  yield,  his 
opponent  left  his  head  uncovered.  It  was 
done  in  a moment,  and  when  he  saw  Ball’s 
form  lying  unconscious  at  his  feet,  McLean 
reeled,  felt  his  senses  leave  him,  and  fell  across 
the  body  of  the  madman. 

About  eleven  o’clock,  he  came  to,  after  two 
hours  of  unconsciousness.  After  binding  Ball, 
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he,  governed  by  that  indomitable  will  which 
had  enabled  him  to  win  a game  of  rugby  for 
Harvard  though  three  ribs  had  been  broken  five 
minutes  before,  went  down  to  the  parlor  and 
acted  as  if  nothing  had  happened.  He  had 
not  solved  the  question  of  how  to  outwit  the 
other  reporters  as  yet,  and  his  paper  was  to  go 
to  press  in  two  hours.  Again  despair  took  pos- 
session of  him,  but  again  the  clouds  were 
brushed  away,  this  time  by  the  sight  of  the 
familiar  uniform  of  a messenger  boy.  In  a mo- 
ment he  decided  upon  a plan,  and  pulling  a 
roll  of  copy  paper  from  his  pocket,  he  said, 
taking  care  one  of  his  rivals  would  hear  him  : 

“ At  last  I’m  through.  Sav,  take  this  to 
the  Boreas  office,  will  you  ? Escape  from  that 
trip  back  down  town  is  certainly  worth  half  a 
dollar  to  me.” 

The  copy  paper,  though  apparently  full,  was 
blank,  and  the  only  writing  contained  was  the 
following  note  : 

“ Hold  space  open  for  me  until  two  o’clock 
if  possible.  Think  I have  scoop. 

J.  McL.” 

After  the  other  reporters  had  left,  laughing 
in  their  sleeves  at  the  “ cub’s  ” greenness  in 
retiring  and  writing  his  copy  and  in  hiring  a 
messenger  boy,  he  went  to  a headquarters  man 
who  was  at  the  house,  and  giving  him  a ten- 
dollar  bill,  told  him  the  whole  story  and  asked 
him  to  make  a quiet  arrest.  The  detective  as- 
sured McLean  that  he  had  supplied  enough 

Philips-Exeter  has  gained  ,a  fine  declaimer 
in  Wilmot,  Ex.-’o6,  who  enters  that  school 
this  fall.  Besides  being  a member  of  the 
Register  staff,  his  frequent  appearanceson  the 
platform  have  made  him  well-known,  and  he 
will  be  greatly  missed. 

Fortis  dux  fefellit  in  gutture — Forty  ducks 
fell  flat  in  the  gutter. 

Patch,  ’06,  who  has  left  school,  is  at  pres- 
ent attending  Bangor  Theological  School. 


grease  for  things  to  go  smoothly,  and  that  it 
was  safe  for  him  to  write  up  his  story. 

The  “ cub  ” will  never  forget  that  terrible 
trip  to  the  office.  His  arm  ached,  he  was  sore 
all  over,  and  the  car  seemed  fairly  to  crawl. 
Somehow  or  other,  he  cannot  tell  how,  he 
lasted  until  he  reached  the  office  and  handed  in 
his  story.  Then  again  his  strength  deserted 
him. 

At  the  trial,  Ball  confessed  all.  In  a fit  of 
homicidal  mania,  induced  by  the  refusal  of  his 
father  to  comply  with  his  wishes  in  regard  to 
some  business  affair,  he  had  stunned  his  father 
by  a blow  of  his  fist,  and  then  completed  the 
dreadful  work  with  a black  jack,  a present  from 
the  discharged  servant.  The  last  doubt  of  his 
guilt  was  removed  by  an  alibi  which  the  other 
suspect  readily  proved.  Found  guilty.  Ball  was 
sentenced  to  the  penitentiary  for  life. 

When  McLean  returned  to  his  post  after  an 
illness  of  a month,  he  found  that  he  was  no 
longer  the  “ cub  ” reporter,  but  the  hero  of  the 
office.  His  salary  had  been  almost  doubled, 
and  congratulations  poured  upon  him  from 
every  side.  His  “ scoop  ” had  been  the 
greatest  and  most  ingeniously  managed  ever 
scored  in  the  journalistic  history  of  that  city. 
One  of  the  youngest  and  most  successful  man- 
aging editors  in  the  country  dates  his  success 
from  that  night,  and  it  is  through  a continuance 
of  the  same  ingenuity  and  enterprise  that  his 
success  has  been  attained.  W.  A.  C. 

At  present  the  recitations  of  one  division  of 
the  Sixth  Class  are  being  conducted  in  the  As- 
sembly Hall,  under  Mr.  Frisbee,  a teacher  new 
to  the  Latin  School,  though  he  has  had  abun- 
dant service  in  many  High  and  Grammar 
Schools  in  Boston  and  its  immediate  vicinity. 
Mr.  Frisbee  prepared  for  college  at  New  Hamp- 
ton, where  he  was  a member  of  the  class  of 
1876,  and  graduated  from  Bates  College  in 
1880.  In  1893,  Harvard  University  granted 
him  the  degree  of  A.  M. 
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STONE  TO  EZEKIEL  CHEEVER 


IT  may  be  interesting  to  some  of  the  boys  to 
know  that,  after  a lapse  of  two  centuries, 
the  grave  of  Ezekiel  Cheever,  in  the 
Granary  Burying  ground,  is  at  last  suitably 
marked.  Up  to  September  30  of  this  year,  it 
had  been  but  poorly  marked  by  one  of  those 
small  gravestones,  leaning  over  as  if  about  to 
fall  and  with  the  inscription  almost  entirely  ef- 
faced by  the  ravages  of  time,  of  the  kind  so 
common  in  our  old  Boston  cemeteries,  such  as 
the  old  Granary  Burying-ground  and  King’s 
Chapel  Cemetery. 

Ezekiel  Cheever  was  one  of  our  first  head- 
masters and  one  of  the  longest  in  office.  He 
was  born  in  London  in  1614  ; on  arriving  at 
manhood  he  emigrated  to  America  and  became 
head-master  of  Latin  School  in  1670,  in  which 
office  he  continued  till  his  death  in  1708. 

An  interesting  fact  about  the  gravestone  is 


that  Mr.  E.  D.  Eldridge,  the  gentleman  who 
was  instrumental  in  having  it  placed,  is  a direct 
descendant  of  the  colonial  school-master  ; he  is 
77  years  of  age,  and  the  oldest  shoe  merchant 
in  the  United  States,  having  been  one  of  the 
pioneer  shoe-dealers  of  Boston.  He  is  a friend 
of  Dr.  Edward  Everett  Hale;  is  interested  not 
only  in  the  grave  of  his  ancestor,  but  believes 
that  all  the  graves  in  our  old  burying  grounds 
should  be  kept  in  better  condition,  so  that  vis- 
itors to  the  city  may  see  that  Boston  people 
have  a great  reverence  and  veneration  for  their 
colonial  ancestors  ; here  he  is  undoubtedly 
right. 

The  inscription  on  the  stone  will  read  : 
“ This  stone  is  placed  here  in  grateful  apprecia- 
tion of  his  character  and  services  by  the  de- 
scendants, Boston  Latin  School  graduates,  and 
friends,  September,  1905.” 


A new  member  has  been  added  to  the  fac- 
ulty — Mr.  Arnold,  on  account  of  vacancy 
caused  by  Mr.  Roliins’  death.  Mr.  Arnold 
will  teach  French  in  the  Fourth  and  Third 
Classes.  He  is  a graduate  of  Thayer  Academy, 
class  of ’89,  and  of  Tufts  College,  class  of ’93. 
He  has  taught  in  several  High  and  Preparatory 
Schools,  last  in  Springfield,  Mass.,  except  for 
a year  spent  in  Paris. 

The  entering  class  is  probably  the  largest  in 
the  history  of  the  Latin  School.  As  a result, 
several  rooms  are  overcrowded,  and  the  out-of 
course  class  now  occupies  four  rooms  instead  of 
three,  as  formerly. 

On  account  of  the  small  size  of  the  present 
First  Class,  the  old  system  of  having  all  the 
drillers  in  Room  17,  and  all  the  non-drillers  in 
Room  18,  has  had  to  be  abandoned.  At  pres- 
ent those  who  take  French  sit  in  Mr.  Chad- 
wick’s room,  while  Mr.  Groce  has  the  Greek 


division.  The  present  First  Class  evidently  be- 
lieves that  it  is  quality , not  quantity,  that 
counts.  The  “ swollen  ” classes  please  take 
notice. 

On  our  return  to  school  we  were  glad  to  find 
Mr.  Chadwick  had  returned,  ready  to  resume 
his  duties,  doubtless  much  improved  in  health 
by  his  year’s  vacation,  which  he  spent  largely 
in  travel. 

Regan  has  been  elected  the  Member  of  the 
Athletic  Advisory  Committee  from  Class  I. 
The  first  ballot  in  Class  II.  resulted  in  a dead- 
lock. Out  of  seventy-seven  votes  cast,  thirty- 
nine  being  necessary  for  election,  Daly  re- 
ceived thirty-four,  Elcock  twenty-three,  Sweet- 
ser,  ten,  Jowett,  seven,  Emery,  two,  and  Shore, 
one.  Daly  was  elected. 

Reardon,  ’06,  has  been  elected  captain  of  the 
base-ball  team,  and  E.  V,  Hickey,  ’00,  man- 
ager. 
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SEPTEMBER,  1905 


ON  beginning  this  school  year,  we  should 
all  resolve  to  do  our  best  for  the  old 
school,  and  to  make  it  a year  to  be 
long  remembered  for  the  scholastic  and  athletic 
excellence  of  the  school  in  all  ways,  and  for 
the  general  gentlemanly  conduct  of  its  mem- 
bers. We  can  only  succeed  with  the  earnest 
co-operation  of  all  fellows  connected  with  the 
school  ; therefore  let  every  fellow  do  all  he 
can,  and  use  his  influence  to  induce  others  to 
do  all  they  can,  to  further  the  interests  of  the 
school  in  al.  ways.  It  takes  little  exertion,  and 
pays  well. 

In  studies,  let  every  one  start  at  once.  Let 
no  one  be  misled  by  the  idea  that  he  can  make 
up  in  the  review  what  he  misses  now,  for  he 
will  be  grossly  mistaken.  Fellow  after  fellow, 
members  of  the  upper  classes,  suddenly  realize 
how  much  trouble  they  would  have  saved 
themselves  by  harder  study  earlier  in  the 
course,  or  earlier  in  the  year,  when  they  see 
some  of  their  mates  getting  higher  marks  than 
they,  with  one-third  of  the  study.  Now  is  the 
time  to  study.  Now  is  the  time  that  prizes 
are  won  or  lost. 

Moreover,  no  lower  class  fellow  should  feel 
diffident  about  competing  for  the  prizes  num- 


bered VII.  in  the  catalogue,  since  the  success 
of  a Fourth-class  fellow  last  year  proved  that 
the  graduating  class  has  no  monopoly  upon 
these  prizes. 

Every  fellow  in  good  health  should  try  out 
for  at  least  one  of  the  teams.  Though  he  may 
not  make  it,  it  will  benefit  him  physically  and, 
if  from  a lower  class,  put  him  in  a position  to 
be  of'  assistance  to  the  school  in  later  years. 
Moreover,  even  on  the  “ scrub,”  he  will  be 
by  no  means  useless,  for  without  a good 
“scrub”  a first-class  school  team  cannot  be 
produced.  It  would  be  well  also  for  the  ath- 
letic committee  to  adopt  the  plan,  so  successful 
in  other  schools,  of  interclass  games,  giving 
small  trophies.  The  expenses  would  be  small, 
and  the  material  thus  brought  forth  would 
doubly  repay  the  school  for  the  financial  out- 
lay. If  all  not  connected  with  the  team  also 
joii.  with  their  financial  and  moral  support,  we 
can  hardly  fail  to  win  at  least  one  champion- 
ship. 

Hoping  that  this  year  may  be  the  most  suc- 
cessful in  all  ways  the  Latin  School  has  ever 
had,  The  Register  again  welcomes  all  the  old 
members  of  the  school  who  again  come  back, 
and  joins  with  them  in  welcoming  the  new. 
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This  is  the  season  of  the  year  when  we 
weary  of  the  eternal  sameness  of  the  light  sum- 
mer reading,  and  our  desire  for  something 
deeper  grows  steadily  stronger  and  stronger. 
The  great  question  with  most  of  us  is  what  to 
read.  For  some  reason,  probably  from  the 
contrariness  of  human  nature,  the  ordinary  fel- 
low for  a greater  or  less  time  looks  askance  at 
classic  literature,  and,  besides,  he  wishes  to  be 
able  to  judge  the  merit  of  a book  for  himself. 
The  trouble  is  to  get  a standard  which  is  short, 
and  at  the  same  time  unvarying. 

Lord  Bacon  assures  us  that  the  books  which 
we  read  should  not  be  glanced  over  casually, 
but  “ chewed  and  digested,”  to  use  his  well- 
known  formula.  Here  at  last  we  have  found  a 
sound  definition  of  a good  book.  If  a book 
will  bear  the  chewing  and  digesting  without 
loss  of  interest,  we  must  conciude  that  that 
book  is  one  to  cling  to.  The  great  test  of  a 
book  certainly  is  re-reading.  On  the  first  read- 
ing we  see  only  the  salient  points,  the  main 
features,  and  do  not  notice  the  skill  in  descrip- 
tion, the  fitness  of  the  language,  the  depth  of 
thought,  in  short,  many  of  those  traits  which 
distinguish  the  artist  from  the  mere  tyro.  To 
put  it  in  a few  words,  we  fail  to  read  between 
the  lines.  But  on  re-reading,  how  different  ! 
Either  everything  is  flat,  insipid,  or  interesting, 
moving,  as  the  book  is  shallow  or  thought-in- 
spiring, bad  or  good,  worthy  of  the  rubbish- 
pile,  or  the  library  table.  This  is  the  final 
test. 

Merely  because  you  have  read  a book  once, 
do  not  lay  it  aside.  If  you  found  it  interesting, 
read  it  again,  and  I warrant  that  if  it  belong  to 
the  second  class,  we  shall  soon  find  you  deeply 
engrossed  in  the  book  a third  time.  Moreover, 
if  you  do  find  it  good,  pray  do  not  keep  it  a 
secret,  but  allow  other  fellows  to  share  in  the 
inexhaustible  fount  which  flows  from  every 
good  book. 

Do  not  read  the  books  assigned  in  school  as 
a task,  either.  They  are  all  considered  good 


books,  and  though  some  may  not,  probably 
will  not,  interest  you,  there  are  others  which 
will  bind  your  attention  until  you  have  finished, 
if  you  allow  them  to.  Follow  Lord  Bacon’s 
rule,  then,  “ Chew  and  digest  what  you  read,” 
and  I warrant  that  you  will  feel  amply  repaid. 

Jt 

Again  we  find  it  necessary  to  speak  of  a sub- 
ject which,  though  threadbare  to  many  mem- 
bers of  the  school,  is  most  necessary  to  the 
well-being  of  the  Register.  A great  major- 
ity of  the  members  of  the  school  seem  to  think 
that  the  Register  is  a mouthpiece  of  the  few 
editors  only,  and  not  of  the  whole  school. 
This  is  a great  error,  and  the  sooner  removed 
the  better  for  all  concerned,  for  when  a fellow 
takes  some  interest  in  the  paper  he  begins  to 
learn  the  difficulties  under  which  the  editors 
labor  in  trying  to  please  the  six  hundred  mem- 
bers of  the  school  with  their  diverse  tastes,  and 
to  learn  something  of  human  nature. 

It  should  be  clearly  understood  that  editors 
are  appointed  as  far  as  possible  by  their  past 
work  for  the  Register.  If  you  wish  to  be- 
come an  editor,  hand  in  a contribution,  and 
hand  it  in  at  once.  During  the  whole  of  last 
year  there  were  but  six  contributions  from  out- 
siders, and  yet  no  less  than  thirty  handed  in 
their  names  as  candidates  for  the  vacant  posi- 
tions. Possibly  your  first  contribution  will  not 
be  accepted,  but  do  not  be  disappointed.  It 
wiil  at  least  be  a point  in  your  favor  when  your 
name  comes  up  as  a candidate  for  next  year, 
and  will  put  you  ahead  of  some  one  who  out- 
ranks you  in  the  class-room. 

Many  will  utter  the  complaint  that  they  are 
unable  to  write.  While  this  is  probably  the 
result  of  unwillingness,  not  inability,  there  is 
an  opening  for  these.  The  Register  is  sup- 
ported to  a great  extent  by  advertisements,  as 
the  subscriptions  fail  to  pay  the  cost  of  the 
paper  by  quite  a sum.  Candidates  for  Busi- 
ness Manager,  therefore,  should  get  as  many 
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advertisements  as  possible.  The  Business 
Manager  is  chosen  wholly  by  the  value  of  the 
advertising  which  he  has  been  able  to  secure 
for  the  paper.  He  usually  has  an  assistant,  so 
there  is  no  reason  for  gettting  discouraged  be- 
cause some  other  fellow  is  more  successful. 
Moreover,  the  ability  to  secure  advertisements 
will  be  a help  to  anyone  trying  for  any  posi- 
tion. 

Every  fellow,  therefore,  who  wishes  to  have 
anything  to  do  with  the  Register  in  the  future 
should  set  to  work  immediately  to  show  his 
worth. 

The  reporters  have  been  appointed  to  take 
general  charge  of  the  affairs  of  the  Register  in 
their  respective  class-rooms.  Their  duties  do 
not  end  in  the  collection  of  money  and  the  dis- 
tribution of  the  paper  to  the  subscribers,  how- 
ever. They  should  remember  that  they  com- 
pose the  only  reliable  channel  through  which 
the  editors  can  learn  what  is  going  on  in  the 
various  classes,  and  should  report  all  events  of 
interest. 

They  should  also  co-operate  with  the  regular 
staff  in  all  ways  possible.  Besides  giving  assist- 
ance by  writing  stories  and  securing  advertise- 
ments themselves,  they  can  assist  the  Register 
to  a very  great  extent,  greater  than  they  now 
realize,  by  inducing  their  classmates  to  contrib- 
ute. If  a fellow  writes  well,  draws  well,  has 


the  ability  to  get  advertisements,  try  to  induce 
him  to  use  his  skill.  The  reporters  are  able  to 
do  far  more  than  their  predecessors  have  in  the 
past,  and  they  should  do  it. 

The  following  have  been  appointed  : 


Room 

3- 

Rollins. 

Room 

+■ 

Simmons. 

Room 

5- 

King. 

Room 

6. 

Cummins. 

Room 

7- 

Duff. 

Room 

8. 

Stanton. 

Room 

1 0. 

O’Callaghan. 

Room 

1 1 . 

Johnson.  - 

Room 

1 2. 

F.  S.  Rollins. 

Room 

■3- 

Crowley. 

Room 

14. 

Wright. 

Room 

>5- 

Finkel. 

Room 

1 6. 

Gifford. 

Room 

1 7. 

Hickey. 

Room 

18. 

Reardon. 

Room 

23. 

Bloom. 

Room 

24. 

Coggeshall. 

Hall. 

Saunders. 

J- 

To  fill  the  vacancies  left  by  the  non  appoint- 
ment of  one  Class  I.  editor  and  the  resignation 
of  Wilmot,  who  found  it  necessary  to  leave 
school,  Daniel  Joseph  Lyne  and  Edward  Vic- 
tor Hickey  have  been  appointed.  Associate 
editors  from  Class  II.  will  be  appointed  on  or 
about  January  i. 


Among  the  honorary  degrees  conferred  by 
Harvard  University  at  Commencement  last 
June  was  one  of  special  interest  to  members  of 
the  Boston  Latin  School. 

In  conferring  the  degree  of  Doctor  of  Laws 
on  Henry  Marion  Howe,  a graduate  of  the 
Boston  Latin  School,  class  of  1859,  President 
Eliot  said  : 

“ Henry  Marion  Howe,  a Boston  Latin 
School  boy,  Harvard  Bachelor  of  Arts,  and  In- 
stitute of  Technology  Bachelor  of  Science,  an 
author  on  copper,  iron,  and  steel,  distinguished 


for  scientific  imagination  and  a good  English 
style,  professor  of  metallurgy  in  Columbia 
University,  consulting  metallurgist  honored  by 
the  profession  in  England,  France,  Germany, 
and  his  native  land.” 

The  reference  to  the  Latin  School  was  re- 
ceived with  a loud  cheer  by  all  the  members 
and  graduates  of  the  school  who  were  present. 

Pearl,  ’05,  Editor-in-chief  of  the  Register 
last  year,  has  received  a scholarship  from  Dart- 
mouth College  for  attaining  the  highest  rank  in 
the  entrance  examinations  to  that  institution. 
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AN  INCIDENT  OF  WAR 


“ ■w  T ELL,  you  want  a story,  do  you? 

Think  my  trip  to  Paris  must 
have  furnished  me  with  a new 
supply,  eh  ? Well,  it  did  give  me  a few  new 
ones.  One  about  the  Nihilists,  a couple  from 
Africa,  and,  yes,  one  about  the  Jap-Russian 
War.” 

Captain  Hartman  settled  himself  in  his  favo- 
rite armchair,  and  puffed  at  his  cigar  to  collect 
his  thoughts.  He  was  a retired  steamship  cap- 
tain, who  had  crossed  “ the  pond  ” so  often 
that  it  was  an  old  story  to  him  now,  though 
this  last  time  it  had  seemed  strange  to  be  in  the 
cabin  instead  of  on  the  bridge.  At  present  he 
was  in  very  comfortable  circumstances,  but  the 
old  love  of  travel  still  possessed  him,  and  he 
had  yielded  to  it  and  taken  a trip  to  Paris. 

“ I heard  this  in  a Parisian  cafe  one  night 
from  a Russian  naval  officer.  One  evening, 
while  out  for  a stroll,  I ran  into  Dick  Kimball, 
formerly  of  the  White  Star  line,  but  now  re- 
tired and  living  in  Paris.  He  said  he  was  on 
his  way  to  join  a party  of  officers,  friends  of 
his,  in  a cafe,  a couple  of  blocks  up  the  street, 
and  nothing  would  do  but  that  I should  meet 
them. 

“ We  found  them,  sure  enough,  and  a more 
strangely  assorted  party  I have  seldom  seen. 
Nevertheless  they  were  good  fellows,  and 
every  man  of  them  knew  how  to  tell  a storv. 
Two  Germans,  one  Russian,  two  Britishers,  a 
United  States  regular  army  captain,  my  friend, 
and  I made  up  the  party.  Both  the  Germans 
and  the  Russian  spoke  English  fluently,  with 
scarcely  an  accent  or  mistake. 

“ I was  introduced  all  around  as  ‘ an  old 
sea  captain  ’ — a key  which  immediately  ad- 
mitted me  to  the  charmed  circle. 

“ ‘ It’s  your  turn  now,  Captain  Alexis,’ 
cried  one  of  the  Germans  sitting  beside  me. 
“We  always  call  him  Alexis  because  his  last 


name  is  too  long  to  remember,”  he  added, 
turning  to  me.  i smiled  and  nodded,  and 
Alexis  began  : — 

“ ‘ It  happened  when  the  [aps  were  besieg- 
ing Port  Arthur.  I didn’t  have  a ship  of  my 
own  then,  but  was  third  officer  on  the  flagship. 
Early  one  morning  a fierce  wind  sprang  up, 
bringing  with  it  an  ugly  sea.  We  tossed  and 
plunged,  tugging  at  our  chains,  now  rising  on 
top  of  a foaming  ridge  of  water,  now  sinking 
suddenly  into  the  trough.  The  strain  on  the 
anchors  was  tremendous.  As  the  big  battle- 
ship slid  down  the  back  of  one  wave,  the  next 
would  catch  it,  hurling  it  forward  until  it 
would  be  brought  up  with  a jerk  by  the  cables, 
and  would  stand  for  an  instant,  quivering,  only 
to  repeat  the  performance  from  the  next.  The 
seas  kept  breaking  on  our  port  side  with  a 
steady  crash,  dash,  that  had  a rather  unpleas- 
ant sound. 

“ ‘ Suddenly  there  was  a snap,  and  we  could 
feel  something  give  way.  I hurried  on  deck 
and  found  that  the  stern  anchor  chain  had 
broken  because  of  a defective  link.  The  ship 
swung  round  on  the  bow  anchor,  and  met  the 
seas  head  on.  Of  course,  that  was  the  easiest 
way,  and  I never  could  understand  why  our 
captain  had  not  slipped  the  other  anchor  be- 
fore. 

“ ‘ The  sea  seemed  to  be  satisfied  by  this 
evidence  of  its  power,  for  in  an  hour  or  two  it 
had  regained  its  usual  calm.  About  dusk  we 
picked  up  the  broken  chain,  and  the  captain 
sent  me  ashore  in  a row-boat,  with  a couple  of 
sailors,  to  get  an  “open”  link.  It  was  his 
custom,  if  a link  broke,  to  unite  those  on  either 
side  of  it  with  a new  one. 

“ ‘ I went  ashore,  got  my  link,  and  also  a 
small  two-hundred-pound  mine  which  the  fort 
commandant  wished  our  captain  to  place  in  a 
certain  channel.  I started  for  the  ship  at  about 


12 


Latin  School  Register 


half-past  seven.  It  was  as  dark  as  a pocket, 
and  if  the  ship  had  been  anchored  far  from 
shore  I would  not  have  dared  to  venture  out. 
But  I did  not  like  the  idea  of  staving  on  shore 
all  night  any  more  than  the  two  sailors  did,  so 
we  loaded  the  boat  and  cast  off. 

“ ‘ By  keeping  one  of  the  fort  lights  in  line, 
with  the  wharf  light  I was  at  first  able  to  steer 
in  a fairly  straight  line  for  the  flagship.  We 
had  gone  but  a short  distance  from  shore,  when 
turning  around  to  get  my  direction  from  the 
lights,  I saw  they  had  disappeared.  At  the 
same  time  a damp,  sticky  feeling  in  the  air 
showed  me  why.  A bank  of  fog  had  come  in 
and  cut  off  our  range  of  vision  in  all  directions. 

“ The  two  saiiors  noticed  it,  also,  and 
stopped  rowing,  almost  panic-stricken.  ‘ Go 
ahead  ! ’ I shouted  to  them  ; ‘ if  we  lose  head- 
way we  shall  be  carried  out  of  our  course.’ 

“ * They  resumed  their  former  course  as 
nearly  as  possible,  while  I kept  the  rudder 
steady,  and  on  we  went  into  the  sticky  black- 
ness. It  seemed  as  if  we  were  alone  on  a 
great  sea,  three  men  in  a small  rowboat.  No 
sound  was  heard  except  the  creaking  of  the 
oarlocks,  and  that  seemed  wreird  and  unfamiliar. 
The  fog  grew  thicker  and  thicker,  and  soon  we 
could  hardly  see  one  another.  I have  never 
seen  anything  as  thick  as  a great  veil  of  damp, 
cold  mist  drawn  over  everything,  making  lights 
invisible  at  a distance  of  a few  yards,  and  so 
changing  the  direction  and  volume  of  the  most 
ordinary  sounds  as  to  make  them  strange  and 
uncanny.  There  was  really  very  little  danger, 
as,  sooner  or  later,  we  were  pretty  sure  to  run 
afoul  of  something,  either  the  opposite  shore  or 
our  own  ships. 

“ ‘ We  were  going  along  at  a fairly  steady 
rate,  when  a great  hulk,  squarely  in  our  path, 
loomed  out  of  the  fog.  I ordered  the  men  to 
stop  rowing,  and  we  drifted  alongside,  not  dar- 
ing to  make  any  noise  lest  the  ship  should 
prove  to  be  a Japanese  vessel.  The  fog  was  so 
thick  that  we  could  not  even  see  her  decks. 


and,  whispering  to  my  men  to  row  slowly, 
and  as  noiselessly  as  possible,  we  started  to  in- 
vestigate. I steered  in  a line  parallel  to  her 
side,  and  kept  about  ten  feet  distant.  Soon  we 
came  to  her  bow,  and  there,  barely  visible 
through  the  darkness,  was  the  bottom  of  the 
Japanese  shield.  It  was  one  of  the  blockading 
battleships,  probably  anchored  in  close  on  ac- 
count of  the  fog.  We  had  lost  our  way,  had 
been  carried  out  to  sea,  and  had  not  the  slight- 
est idea  whether  land  lay  to  port,  starboard, 
forward,  or  aft. 

“ ‘ Then  a daring  plan  occurred  to  me.  It 
was  perfectly  plain  that  we  were  in  the  midst 
of  the  Japanese  fleet,  outside  the  crescent- 
shaped flotilla  of  sentry  boats.  It  was  by  the 
merest  chance  that  we  had  not  already  encoun- 
tered one  of  them,  and  the  odds  against  our 
returning  through  them  were  enormous,  even  if 
we  had  known  in  which  direction  to  steer. 
Sooner  or  later  capture  awaited  us,  and  the  de- 
termination that  we  would  give  some  cause  for 
our  capture  grew  stronger  and  stronger.  To 
be  picked  up  in  the  morning,  without  a shot 
being  fired  ! That  was  too  much.  I spoke  to 
the  sailors,  and  they  agreed  to  aid  me  in  any- 
thing I undertook.  I unfolded  my  idea  to 
them,  and  together  we  began  to  carry  it  out. 

“ ‘ One  of  the  sailors  took  hold  of  the  ship’s 
bow  anchor  chain,  which  was  close  beside  us, 
and  held  the  boat  steady  while  the  other  fellow 
and  I made  our  preparations.  We  untied  our 
painter,  and  carefully  fastened  it  around  the 
mine,  leaving  about  two  feet  of  one  end  loose. 
This  we  passed  through  one  of  the  links  and 
knotted  securely.  But  now  we  struck  a snag. 
The  mine  was  an  electric  one,  made  to  be  op- 
erated by  means  of  batteries  on  shore,  and  so 
had  no  slow-fuse  or  contact-head,  but  was  ex- 
ploded by  a spark.  This  spark  was  made  un- 
der a small  cap  screwed  to  the  under  part  of 
the  mine,  which  could  be  removed  while  con- 
nections were  being  made. 

“ ‘ We  unscrewed  this  cap  and  exposed 
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the  igniting  arrangements.  They  were  simple 
enough,  and  needed  only  a spark,  but  the  ques- 
tion was  how  to  arrange  it  so  as  to  have  enough 
time  elapse  between  the  lighting  and  the  explo- 
sion for  us  to  row  away  a few  hundred  feet. 
We  had  plenty  of  matches  and  paper,  but  not 
much  else  that  was  inflammable.  There  were 
a few  odd  pieces  of  rope  in  the  bow,  and  the 
frayed  ends  of  one  of  them  gave  us  our  cue. 
We  untwisted  the  rope  and  separated  the 
strands,  pulling  out  the  single  threads.  7 hen 
we  took  about  twenty  matches  and,  one  after 
another,  tied  them  into  one  long  string,  over- 
lapping the  ends  half  an  inch  or  more.  This 
“ fuse  ” we  fastened  in  place  of  the  spark 
wires,  with  the  matches  head  downward,  so 
that  there  would  be  less  chance  of  its  going  out, 
which  would  make  our  work  useless. 

“ ‘ Then  the  two  sailors  took  their  positions 
with  oars  poised,  ready,  and  I lighted  the  bot- 
tom match  with  another.  As  it  sputtered  up  I 
nodded,  the  oars  dipped  into  the  water,  and 
we  shot  away  from  the  ship.  The  two  sailors 
strained  every  nerve,  rowing  at  their  utmost 
speed  and  strength.  In  that  ominous  calm  the 
silence  seemed  doubled.  Not  a sound  was 


heard  except  that  made  by  the  oars,  and  the 
sea  was  as  calm  and  placid  as  a mill-pond. 
Scarcely  had  we  rowed  a hundred  feet  when, 
with  a roar  that  seemed  to  shake  the  skies,  the 
mine  exploded,  lashing  the  sea  all  around  it 
into  foam.  Instantly  the  air  was  filled  with 
flying  debris,  and  a piece  of  broken  mast  shot 
out  of  the  fog  like  a bullet,  striking  me  on  the 
temple. 

“ ‘ When  I regained  consciousness  I found 
myself  on  board  a Chinese  junk,  whose  crew, 
going  down  the  harbor  to  fish,  had  seen  my 
unconscious  body  and  hauled  it  on  board.  At 
my  request  they  carried  me  to  the  flagship, 
where  I repeated  the  whole  story  to  the  admi- 
ral. At  the  conclusion  of  my  tale  I fainted, 
and  the  surgeon  ordered  me  to  a hospital  for  a 
two  weeks’  rest.  When  I returned  a captain’s 
commission  awaited  me,  and  1 was  detailed  to 
the  Black  Sea  fleet  three  months  before  Port 
Arthur  was  tightly  blockaded.  I remained 
there  until  the  war  was  over,  when  leave  of 
absence  was  granted  me,  and  I am  now  on  a 
year’s  furlough.’  ” 

C.  J.  G.,  ’06. 


FOOT  BALL 


ON  Friday,  September  1 5,  Captain 
Cowan  called  out  the  foot-ball  team. 
About  forty  fellows  reported  to  him, 
including  some  very  good  material.  Of  last 
year’s  team  Cowan,  Elcock,  Cleary,  Jowett, 
Ayer,  and  Emery  are  back  in  school,  besides 
several  of  last  year’s  substitutes.  Besides  those 
already  named,  Merrill,  Reardon,  Seavey, 
Greene,  Nav,  Flynn,  Thompson,  Daly,  Brett, 
Norton,  Mansfield,  Goodwin,  Ryder,  Iron, 
Murray,  Allen,  Butler,  Keenan,  Doherty, 
Wright,  Duffy,  Conroy,  Broderick,  Grant, 
Laughlin,  Lyons,  and  several  others  are  out. 


This  year  the  Latin  School  is  in  the  Boston 
Interscholastic  League  for  the  first  time,  with 
Dorchester  High,  English  High,  and  Mechanic 
Arts  High  as  competitors.  There  is  also  a 
chance  that  she  may  re-enter  the  Preparatory 
School  League,  of  which  she  has  hitherto  been 
a member. 

The  chances  for  a good  team  look  very 
bright  this  year.  Not  only  have  we  good  ma- 
terial, but  Dr.  Maguire  has  managed  to  steal 
away  enough  time  from  his  professional  duties 
to  coach  the  team.  It  will  be  remembered 
that  he  is  the  most  successful  coach  the  Latin 
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School  ever  had,  and  that  he  developed  Han- 

7. 

Salem  High  at  Salem. 

ley’s  team  of  1902,  one  of  the  best  school 

1 1 . 

Wellesley  High  at  Wellesley. 

teams  ever  seen  on  the  gridiron  around  Boston. 

1 4* 

Lawrence  High  at  Lawrence. 

The  foot-ball  team  must  be  supported  by  the 

*21. 

Dorchester  High  at  Dorchester. 

fellow's,  however.  Go  to  whatever  games  you 

25- 

De  Merritte  School  at  Locust 

can,  and  do  not  be  afraid  of  your  lungs.  The 

street  grounds. 

team  will  appreciate  it.  By  all  means  go  to 

28. 

Bridgewater  Normal  at  Bridge- 

the  league  games,  and  help  the  team  to  repeat 

water. 

the  record  of  the  tennis  team. 

3 *• 

M.  I.  T.  ’08,  at  Tech  grounds. 

The  players  must  remember  that  there  are 

Brookline. 

such  things  as  rules  about  being  above  in  studies 

yNov.  3. 

Newton  High  at  Newton. 

in  order  to  take  part  in  athletics,  and  must  take 

7 • 

E.  B.  H.  S.  at  Locust  street 

time  to  do  what  .studying  is  necessary.  A 

grounds. 

good  player  on  probation  is  worse  to  the  team 

10. 

Brighton  High  at  Rogers  Park. 

than  if  he  had  never  gone  out,  for  the  loss  of 

*<5- 

M.  A.  H.  S.  at  Dorchester. 

one  fellow',  sometimes  makes  a great  difference 

f 1 8. 

Brookline  High  (undecided). 

when  it  comes  to  an  important  game. 

22. 

Waltham  High  at  Waltham. 

The  following  schedule  has  been  prepared 

*3°- 

English  High  at  American  League 

by  Manager  Humphry  : 

grounds  (annual  Thanksgiv- 

Sept.  27.  Groton  at  Groton. 

ing  game). 

30.  Medford  High  at  Medford. 

Oct.  4.  B.  C.  Prep,  at  Locust  street 
grounds. 

* Boston  Interscholastic  League  games, 
t Preparatory  School  League  games. 

TENNIS 


OUR  tennis  team,  which  has  had  such  a 
good  record  for  the  last  three  years, 
added  another  trophy  to  its  collection 
by  winning  the  championship  of  the  Boston 
Interscholastic  Tennis  League,  its  second 
championship  last  season.  In  the  seven 
matches  played,  not  a single  team  was  victo- 
rious over  B.  L.  S.,  and  out  of  a possible  23 
points,  21  were  won. 

On  May  17,  the  Latin  School  defeated 
Rindge  Manual  Training  School,  4-0.  Sweet- 
ser  and  Wendemuth  won  their  matches  in  the 
singles,  and  together  won  the  doubles. 

On  May  27,  against  E.  H.  S.,  Sweetser 
and  Niles  won  in  the  doubles,  and  Sweetser 
was  victorious  in  the  singles,  while  Niles  was 


defeated,  thus  scoring  3 points  to  High 
School’s  1. 

Chelsea  High  was  the  next  victim,  being 
defeated  by  a score  of  5-0.  Sweetser,  Niles, 
and  Adams  won  in  the  singles,  and  Sweetser 
and  Niles  in  the  doubles. 

In  the  contest  with  Mechanics  Art  High,  on 
June  16,  Sweetser  and  Niles  won  in  the 
doubles,  and  Daly  in  the  singles,  the  score 
being  3-0. 

The  match  with  Volkmann  was  the  deciding 
one,  for  a win  meant  the  championship,  and  a 
defeat  a tie  for  first  place.  There  was  no  need 
of  worry,  for  the  Latin  School  again  proved  its 
worth  and  defeated  its  ablest  rivals,  3-1.  Niles 
lost  in  the  singles,  but  Adams  won,  and  the 
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Sweetser-Niles  combination  was  again  found 
invincible  in  the  doubles,  having  completed  the 
season  without  a defeat. 

In  the  match  against  Brighton  High,  the  last 
of  the  league  season,  bv  the  victories  of  Sweet- 
ser,  Niles,  and  Adams  in  the  singles,  we  scored 
3,  while  Brighton  were  unable  to  score. 

The  Latin  School  tennis  team  has  always 
been  uniformly  good,  but  by  the  records  of  the 
last  three  years  no  other  preparatory  or  high 
school  can  claim  to  be  our  peers.  In  1903,  in 
spite  of  hard  luck  in  the  drawings,  as  a result 
of  which  three  B.  L.  S.  men  came  together  in 
the  preliminary  and  first  rounds,  thus  depriving 
us  of  two  men,  we  lost  the  Harvard  Inter- 
scholastic tournament  by  only  one  point.  In 
1904,  B.  L.  S.  made  a clean  sweep,  winning 
the  championship,  first  and  second  prizes  in 
this  tournament.  In  >905*  Sweetser  and 
Wendemuth  won  the  Maine  Interscholastic 
championship  easily,  and  as  we  have  said,  the 
team  had  the  honor  of  winning  the  champion- 
ship of  the  Boston  Interscholastic  League  for 
the  first  season  of  the  league.  For  1906,  the 
prospects  are  even  brighter,  for  Adams,  Wende- 
muth, Daly,  and  Sweetser  are  in  school, 
Adams  being  manager  and  Sweetser  captain. 

In  August,  Sweetser  represented  B.  L.  S.  at 
Newport  as  Bowdoin  Interscholastic  champion, 
but  was  defeated  by  Niles  ( B.  L.  S.  ex-’o6), 
the  National  Interscholastic  champion,  6-1, 
9-7,  in  the  National  Interscholastic  champion- 
ships. 

In  the  spring  double  tennis  tournament, 
Niles  and  Sweetser,  the  present  champions, 
won,  successfully  defending  their  title  against 
Adams  and  Wendemuth  in  the  challenge  round. 
The  summary  : 

First  Round. 

Wright  and  Crane  defeated  Tewksbury  and 
Wood,  3-6,  7-5,  6-3. 

Adams  and  Wendemuth  defeated  Green  and 
Howard,  6-3,  7-5. 


Semi-Final  Round. 

Adams  and  Wendemuth  defeated  Wright 
and  Crane  by  default. 

Daly  and  Murphy  defeated  the  Wheelers  by 
default. 

Final  Round. 

Adams  and  Wendemuth  defeated  Daly  and 
Murphy,  6-3,  6- 1 . 

Challenge  Round. 

Sweetser  and  Niles  defeated  Adams  and 
Wendemuth,  7-5,  6-2,  7-5. 

Niles,  Ex. -’06,  again  won  the  National  In- 
terscholastic Tennis  Tournament  at  New- 
port. 

Heard  in  the  sacred  precincts  of  the  First 
class  : “ Un  travailleur , a traveller  ! ” 
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BEACONSFIELD  DERBYS  . . $3.00 

REGULATION  DERBYS  . . . $2.00 


Soft  Hats  with  the  Correct  School 
Colors  a specialty 

CHAMBERLAIN 

66*  WASHINGTON  ST.,  BOSTON 
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SCHOOL  UNIFORMS  OUR  SPECIALTY 


BACH  PIANOFORTE  SCHOOL  BUILDING 
98  Dartmouth  Street 

'Phone,  1161-6  Tremout  Cor.  Columbus  Avenue 

(One  Minute  Walk  from  Latin  School) 


LATIN  SCHOOL  BOYS 

LISTEN ! ! ! 

PIANO  LESSONS  GIVEN  BY 
COMPETENT  TEACHERS  IN 
PRIVATE  OR  SMALL  CLASSES 

Our  object  is  to  give  first-class  in- 
struction at  a price  which  everyone  can 
afford  to  pay. 

Our  fee  for  a course  of  lessons  will 
average  but  50c.  per  lesson. 

Special  attention  given  harmony, 
counterpoint  and  composition. 

Open  from  9.00  A.  M.  to  9.00  P.  M. 

STUDENTS  RECEIVED  DAILY 


Under  the  personal  direction  of 

Henry  Dellafield 

CONCERT  PIANIST,  TEACHER 
AND  COMPOSER 

The  Laffargue  Piano  used  with  patent 
action  adjuster  from  Ward’s  Warerooms, 
Columbus  Avenue. 
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DANCING  SCHOOL 

Mr.  and  Mrs.  Harry  Ellsworth  Munroe 

BEGINEERS’  CLASS  meets  in  Winthrop  Hall,  Upham’s  Corner, 
Dorchester,  Friday  evenings  at  7.45.  AFTERNOON  CLASS,  Saturdays 
at  2.  ADVANCED  CLASS  at  4. 

Tuition,  $6.00  for  12  lessons ; $ 10.00  for  season  of  30  lessons. 
CLUBS  of  6 or  more  received  at  reduced  rates. 

CLASS  AT  JAMAICA  HALL,  705  Centre  Street,  JAMAICA 
PLAIN,  on  Tuesday  evenings. 


PATRONIZE 

u.  holzer  Bookbinder 

OUR 

Binds  and  Repairs  all 

ADVERTISERS 

kinds  of  Books 

25  Bromfield  Street 

NIGHT  SCHOOL 


Evening  classes  in  all  departments  at  the  Massachusetts  College  of 
Commerce  open  Monday,  October  2.  Sessions  Monday,  Wednesday  and 
Friday  evenings,  until  July  1. 

The  same  teachers  give  instruction  in  the  evening  sessions,  the  same 
course  of  study  is  pursued,  the  same  methods  are  employed  and  all  the  oppor- 
tunities of  a day  course  are  here  offered.  The  studies  taken  are  Book- 
keeping (Single  and  Double  Entry),  Arithmetic,  Rapid  Calculation, 
Penmanship,  Spelling,  Shorthand  (Gregg  and  Pitmanic),  Touch  Type- 
writing and  Business  Correspondence. 

New  students  may  enter  any  school  evening  and  the  term  will  begin 
with  the  date  of  their  entrance.  An  evening  course  at  this  popular  train- 
ing school  places  a practical  business  education  within  the  reach  of  every 
young  man  or  woman  without  taking  them  from  their  daily  work. 
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Repairing  and  Regulating 
a Specialty 

WORK  GUARANTEED 

PRICES  REASONABLE 
Mail  Orders  Promptly  Attended  to 

SAMUEL  PEARL 

a6  Binney  Street,  Back  Bay 


KODAKS  AND  SUPPLIES 

FILMS  DEVELOPED 
AND  PRINTED 

Luther  H.  Shattuck 

480  Boylston  Street 
63  Bromfield  Street 

Telephones  BOSTON 


BOSTON  YOUNG  MEN’S 
CHRISTIAN  UNION 


48 


BOYLSTON  STREET.  (Next  Hotel  Touralue) 
Membership,  $1.00  Per  Year 


Evening  Classes,  Weekly  Entertainments, 
Illustrated  Lectures,  Public 
Religious  Services,  Etc. 

Library,  over  17,600  vols.  Telephone,  Oxford  12  J 
Gymnasium,  $5.00  and  $8.00  per  year 


WM.  H.  BALDWIN.  President  GEORGE  PEIRCE,  Socretary 


B.  S.  C.  OFFICERS  AND  PRIVATES 

UNIFORMS  AND  GAPS 

Prices  Lowest  for  Quality  Furnished 
Garments  made  from  U.  S.  Army  Patterns 

The  Harding  Uniform 
and  Regalia  Co. 

an  Trcmont  Street  - BOSTON 

OPPOSITE  HOTEL  TOURAINE 


THE  DARTMOUTH 

SHOE  REPAIRING  COMPANY 

Established  1893 
All  Kinds  of  Repairing  up-to-date 
Also  First-Class  Shine 

78  DARTMOUTH  STREET  78 


The  Boston  Regalia  Co. 

387  WASHINGTON  STREET 
BOSTON 
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DIEGES  & CLUST 

“If  we  made  it,  it’s  right’’ 


School  Pins 
Fraternity  Pins 
Medals,  Cups,  etc. 
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47  WINTER  STREET 
And  129  Tremont  Street,  Boston 


BEST 

VALUE 

For  your  money.  The  superior 
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is  conceded.  Come  to  BENT 
& BUSH,  15  School  Street,  and 
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